The T ragcdie of Hamlet 
If one could match you ; the Scrimurcs of their nation 
He fworc had neither motion, guard, nor eye, 

If youoppofd them; fir this report of his 
Did Hamlet fo enuenom with his enuy. 

That he could nothing doe but wifli and beg 
Your fodaine comming ore to play with you. 

Now out of this. 

Laer. What out of this my Lord? 

Kt»g. Laertes was your father dcare to you ? 

Or are you like the painting of a forrowe, 

A face without a hart ? 

Laer . Why aske you this ? 

King. Not that I thinkc you did not loue your father. 
But that I knowe,louc isbegunne by time. 

And that I fee in paflagesot proofc. 

Time qualifies the fparke and fire ot it. 

There hues within the very flame of loue 
A kind of weeke or fnufe that will abate it. 

And nothing is at a like goodnesdlill j 
For coodnes growing to a plurifie, 

Dics'm his ownc too much, that we would doe 
We fhould doe when we would : for this would changes, 
And hath abatements and delay** asmany, 

As there are tongues, arc hands, areaccedents. 

And then this fhould is like a fpend thirfts figh, 

That hurts by eafing ; but to the quick of th’vker, 

Hamlet comes back, what would you vndertake 
To Qiowe your felfe indeede your fathers fonne 
More tjjen in words ? 

Laer. To cut his thraot i’th Church. 

King. No place indeede fhould murthetfanauarife, 
Rcucndge fhould hauc no bounds : but good Laertes 
Will you doc this, keepeclofe within your chamber, 
Hamlet return’d, flaall knowe you are come home, 
Weele put on thofe fhall praife your excellence, 

And fet a double varnifli on the fame 

The french man gaue you, bi ingyou in fine together 

And wafer ore your heads 5 he being rcmifle, 

Mott generous, and free fromall contriuing. 




Prince of Denmark ?• 

n not petofe the foylcs, fo that with cafe, 

Or With a P lutlc (huffing, you maychoofe 
? fword vnbated, and in a pace of pradifc 

Requite hm. for your father. 

Jaer I will doo t, . 

Jfite purpofe, He annoy nt my fword. 

Stan vnffion of a Moonubanck 
1 b0U o . but dippeakmfemit, 

Wte 0 tt-awB UooS, no Cataplafme fo ra«. 

If this did blaft in proofc 5 foft let me tee, 

Wce’le make a folemne wager on your cunnings, 

1 hate, when in your motion you arc hote and dry , 

Asmakeyour bouts more violent to ‘na* e “ d » 

And that he calls for drinke. He haue prefard him 
A Challice for the nonce, whereon butlippmg, 

If he by chaunce cfcape your venom d Uucic, 

Our purpofe may hold there; but flay, what noyfe . 

Enter Queene. 

Qiice. One woe doth tread vpon another s ee e, 

So faft they follow ; your Sifters drownd Laertes. 

Laer. Drown’d, 6 where ? _ . 

* Vue. There is a Willow growes afeaunt the Brooke 
Thadhowes his horry lcaues in the glafly flreamc. 

Therewith fantaftique garlands did fhc make 

OfCrowflowers, Nettles, Daifcs, and longPurp es 

That liberall Shcphcards giuc a grofTer name, ‘ 

But our cull- cold maydes doe dead mens fingers call them. 

There on the pendant boughes her cronetwcedcs riambrin? 
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